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Translator’s Dedication 


To my Spanish teachers: 
Harper, Schmeltzer, 
and the woman who believed in Vaseline. 


Here is my translation of a short story collection originally written in 
Spanish by a contemporary postmodern author from Ecuador. This is 
what the publisher had to say about her writing: 


Here are eight stories, with original illustrations by 
Luigi Stornaiolo, that speak to the senses. These are 
stories to be devored in one setting with the same 
fervor you would use in eating an ice cream that was 
melting in your hands. Leaving us with stickiness and 
some confusion. In Zoom the changing rhythms of the 
prose, verbal leitmotivs, unexpected endings and 
multiple circulating themes introduce a new itinery 
for the literature of this era. 


TO THE BEST PERSON 


Perhaps I should concentrate more on the details of what occurred 
there. They all formed a part of a game of secret signs, which ended with 
the life of Sancir Fernandez. None of us can avoid our responsibility, all 
of us are guilty. 


Everyone encouraged him when he told us that the operation had 
never been attempted before and about the peristalic orbs, which would 
continue to surround Luisa before healing her. We took the following 
steps: Juan Fernando arranged an operating room through Eugenio 
Espejo, who had a friend who owed him a favor; Patrick was in charge of 
the oxygen, the anesthesia and the resuscitators; I maintained a guard by 
the door; Ester had a refrigerated car ready to go. 


Let's begin with the beginning, but with which one? With what pin 
will we find the thread that we began to pull until we remained naked 
before the law? 


1. The annoying joke of Sancir; perhaps he would recite his 
evening prayer for Luisa with genuine devotion everyday: 


And now this woman that you gave me, My Goddess, is very slender 
and good and graceful. 

Please grant her your protection, guiding her steps with the certainty 
that only You possess. 

I don't want it to be the case that in the middle of the road she loses 
her serenity and one of those panting vehicles runs headlong on top of 
her. 

My wife! 

To think that at some time I would have to consult the surgeon about 
substituting one of the least of your beautiful and agile limbs with 
another of pale grey. 


Later, he confessed to me that it was written by Pablo Palacio. He 
would appear very finely constructed, very coldly ironic. 
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Nostalgia, without exception, is never ironic. Only I am able to think 
that this speech was one of the reasons for his ruin. This and his 
nocturnal declarations, for each and every night he would grasp the 
fireplace and recite into the hot space of the flames: 


You are capable of fixing the time. Of compensating the death. Of 
changing the past. 


And, she was a genius when she said Yes, she could kill 
by saying No 

by your neglect 

by your amusement 

by your shame 


Sancir was capable of fabricating lies; by deceiving us with genial 
phrases he would convert us into his supporters. 


2. What birth and what death: the day that they ran over Claudia, 
Luisa's little cocker spaniel; everyone was desperate. Our impotence 
before an inconsolable Sancir meant that he was not able to bear the pain 
of his wife. 


Anyway, the two of them were so inseparable--they shared the same 
shadow. 


Sancir was wrecking havoc throughout the apartment, searching for a 
container large enough to put Claudia in. 


All of us were watching for when Luisa would ask about it: the 
moment turned into an eternity, meanwhile everything seemed to happen 
at once. 


We were supporting Luisa when she began screaming curses at 
Sancir; he continued clutching the little dead dog in the tub full of ice 
water; Juan Fernando was looking for a trash bag to put the animal in; 
Patrick was desperately trying to do something, after walking back and 
forth between the pantry and the refrigerator, he returned to the living 
room to help us take care of Luisa who was so distraught that her face 
was unrecognizable to us. Sancir continued smiling. He asked Ester for 
a towel; she brought it. The towel he wrapped Claudia in was a huge 
rose-colored one. He held her like a baby, rocking her against his chest. 
He asked Juan Fernando -who had been standing there holding the trash 
bag on the landing outside the door for about two hours- if he had 
brought his valise in from the other room. Without ceasing to rock the 
little dog he removed a hypodermic needle and three vials. He mixed 
their contents and injected her. 


Claudia opened her eyes, licked Sancir and lept towards Luisa. 


We were left open-mouthed. In that moment, we saw him like a 
Messiah, capable of absorbing all of our pain. He stood up, visibly 
exhausted, caressed Luisa's head, which turned upwards filled with a 
vision of true devotion, and said my love-- recovering his angelic face-- 
and he continued as far as the door. He put on a coat, his afternoon hat 
and he left. 


As on other occasions, he had saved the day. But today he had fought 
against death and he had won, all in order to remove the pain from 
Luisa's face. 


I looked around me and everything was calm. I decided to follow 
Sancir. I succeeded in watching him turn the corner, I walked a safe 
distance behind him. 


3. The air stirred up the leaves and the dust. As Sancir walked, he 
took off his hat to any woman and distractedly petted the children he 
encountered along his path. 


He walked, we walked for a long time. It was the end of the afternoon, 
the sun was setting; Sancir sat on a bench in an abandoned park. He 
seemed like a grand sculpture that wanted to provide the neglected space 
with an original piece of art. In an instant this magnificent ivory 
crumbled before me. 


His sobs resonated against the trees and created the effect of a 
terrible echo in a dark cave. I could not bear him, it was all of our pain 
that was escaping from his mouth, tearing his body. I ran, I had to 
remove myself with the greatest haste from this strength, so vulnerable 
and frailly seductive. I would not interfere with his burden since it was 
not mine. 


Sancir-I discovered- after all was human. 


4. He has had every type of job; he was a sales representative for a 
pharmaceutical company, he sold hardware from door to door, he was 
such an excellent graphic designer that he worked part-time for an 
advertising agency, he took care of the children in the neighborhood and 
he had a radio program, at midnight, dedicated to reggae, during which 
he offered free counseling. 

The rest of the time, the largest part of it, it was Luisa who closed his 
badly traced circles. 

Sancir was invincible: the perfect gentleman. All of us knew it, but 
after this evening I should have begun to see him with new eyes. It was 
not that way. I continued to believe in his impregnable solidity. 


5. It seemed as if nothing was able to spoil the tranquil pleasure of the 
temple that we all attended. Perhaps it was blind (when isn't it?) faith, or 
the gauze bandage which distorted everything in the presence of Sancir. 

The time that everything became possible was the same time that he 
was reigning in the banks and the bars of The Calama, where he was 
simply an unknown gradually deteriorating in front of other unknowns 
while he impressed the walls with his equal disregard for life and for 
himself. 


I recognized the handwriting in the graffiti that were appearing on 
December 6 on top of a political poster and announcements of concerts 
that would be sold out: 


On this day Iam no more than a man of 
trash 

I am to be thrown way like an empty tin can 
A waste, like the nauseating rind of 

a melon 


In this way, I was getting to know the hidden side of Sancir. The rough 
sketch of his soul's character-like a slap- in purple suffocating on the 
walls of the city. 


He would disappear with the men who accompanied him with a glass, 
a toast in his honor, and afterwards a talk of everyone's disillusion and 
desperation. He melted into this new atmosphere and he transformed 
into two. Thanks to them he supported the other half of his life, the one 
which involved Luisa and us. The Immaculate Conception was far from 
this new world where he was able to be himself: without maintaining this 
mandala of happiness that was impressed on his face each time a woman 
bounded through the door in order to hug and kiss him. I am narrating 
everything that occurred on that day, how many tricks Claudia had done 
and my terrible desire to go for a walk with him. 


She is capable of fixing the time. Of compensating the death. Of 
changing the past. And she was a genius when she said Yes, she could 
kill by saying No. 


Sancir was never able to deny it. 


6. ‘About what already does not exist, one talks with indifference 
or coolness; but I talk with pain, because I speak before it ceases to exist: 
remember how I affirmed it,’ he would say in the Cafe Grain to whomever 
would listen, while the proprietor was closing up, preparing an Irish 
coffee and taking the last order for walnut torts. 


The people in the neighborhood were kind to him; he was not 
scandalous and he paid his debts. But indeed there were moments which 
turned out to be unbearable: when he talked about Luisa, about the dread 
he had of losing her. Of the impossibility of life without her, of how he 
had come to realize this was the reality of the end, of sanity, of the limits. 
Yes, he was able to save the life of a puppy. It was not difficult to lower 
the rhythm of his heart while his body was recovering. But what if 
something happened to her? What if he didn't know what to do? 


He continued returning to the district but he stopped talking to his 
new friends. Now he was only searching for the calmness of a tranquil 
seat in a cafe where he read the voluminous tomes that he began to load 
himself with: treatises on anatomy, books on alchemy, chemistry, and 
electrolytes. His spirit was pacified, the visits to La Calama dwindled, we 
began to see him more about the neighborhood. He looked happy, going 
to the movies, kissing his wife in the street. 


That was until those enormous and rare pustules appeared on Luisa's 
skin. 


7. -When I wait for something, I sense how if someone- called the 
Goddess, destiny or whatever- will try to demonstrate that the thing I 
wait for will not arrive or happen in the way that I expect. Then, when I 
am interested in why something did not happen I begin to think that it 
will happen, for I play a trick on someone else if the things happen in the 
way I already knew they would prevail. 


Luisa was sick. Medical friends took samples from her: biopsies, blood 
tests, but they found nothing. In the meantime, her skin turned grey and 
sickly. Sancir would not leave her bedside, he feared that something 
would happen the moment he was not there. 


And he began to formulate his plan: the one that would save her. 


The poison was in her blood--in the air that surrounded her. He would 
have to keep her in a bubble filled with ozone while she had a complete 
blood transfusion, this would allow the lacerated areas of her skin to 
recover. 


8. Sancir had waited until the last possible moment for her to react by 
herself. When he saw that she had only a little time left, he accelerated 
the preparations. We disinfected the instruments and prepared for Luisa: 
Sancir wholly devoted himself to the endeavor. Before this moment, we 
had neither questioned nor doubted the results he was at the point of 
undertaking. But, now in the living room surrounded by devices that we 
didn't know how to operate and thinking that the other Sancir was not 
the one here, I dared to ask. 

"Whose blood are you going to use for the transfusion?" 

"Mine," he responded. 


Already Luisa felt nothing, she was surrounded by ozone in a grand 
sterile globe that Sancir had made. He was the only one inside, all of us 
found ourselves outside the huge bubble of red latex. There was nothing 
we could do. We could only watch how he injected his vein, then her vein 
and gave us his last instructions. After three and a half hours (no more, 
no less) we had to break the globe and enter. The pressure would slake 
collapsing bubble within and by then the transfusion would have finished. 
He did not say good-bye, he did not say that this was the last time that we 
would see him. He just smiled and said that Luisa would be fine. He 
closed his eyes. 


At the agreed hour we did what he had asked. Luisa lived; Sancir was 
dead, he lay on the cot on her left side. 


ANATOMY OF A SEDUCTION 


He arranged a rope around her neck and pulled, exercising a constant 
pressure. She feels light-headed; her closed eyes see points of light 
floating in the blackness of the empty room. The rope continues 
strangling her carotid artery and prevents the blood from reaching her 
brain. She is approaching the quintessential point- to the dance of 
stability- where maintaining control is the only possibility. 


Her conscience is clear, while darkness inundates her brain and 
produces something like ecstasy, like lightness, like abandon. 


When she ceases to be, he loosens the rope. 


He covers her with a blanket and leaves the room. She stays there, 
feeling the weight of her clumsy and lethargic body; a few minutes pass, 
he returns, he undresses her, they do not speak. 


Naked on the cot, she feels cold. She intends to complain, but a hot 
hand covers her lips while another raises her head- covers her eyes with 
a silk scarf and props her head on a hard thigh. 


Her concentration is strained to the maximum, her senses reduced. 
And though it seems that she controls nothing, she feels, and at that 
moment it makes her perceive everything with more definition. 


She listens to the notes of the saxophone as something descends on 
the sole of her left foot: a constant and smooth movement, that then flogs 
along her leg as far as her waist, where it changes direction and 
descends rapidly. The brusqueness of the motion leaves gooseflesh; the 
shivers make her change position, arch her back, stretch and rotate her 
neck, she allows a timid moan to escape, still linked to a certain 
embarrassment. 


If she could have seen, she would have known that what passed over 
her body without stopping, covering every inch of her skin, was a bamboo 
cane. As it passes over her sweaty palms, it succeeds in changing the 
temperature of her skin; the sensation is similar to lying on a bed of 
burning coals. The motion continues, fingertips lightly caress her face, 
they slide over her lips and explore the insides and the backs of her ears. 
She feels the heat of hands over her eyelids- hears how the palms are 
rubbed one against the other- and then before grazing her ear lobes with 
his lips, the same sensation repeats on her cheeks. 


He helps her turn over and begins patiently and delicately to caress 
the back of her head, neck and shoulders: he plays with her hair, she 
feels the electricity, tangling her curls. His hands continue, descending 
down her back. 


The instant that he opens a bottle, she can smell the essence of 
concentrated lemon permeating everything, making the closed room even 
more humid. She feels a hot viscous liquid that heats her spine as his 
hands pass over her repeatedly stroking . The motion is very agile, it 
seems that this multiplies the hands on her body rigorously covering her 


skin, transforming it into pure duplicity. His fingers fall on her thighs like 
a fine film of water; when they arrive at the back of her knees, her body 
wants to explode: it is a too obvious pleasure, which perturbs her. 


When he reaches her ankles he pulls her towards him so that she 
immediately turns face up. He softly caresses her stomach and chest, 
lightly grazing her nipples. He arranges one hand under her navel and 
with the other traces the number eight around her breasts: the caresses 
are tranquil and calming and the motion continuously repeats for a long 
moment (she feels thirsty and at the same time the air becomes putrid 
and fresh). The music finishes- the end of this is near- the atmosphere 
that reigns is tense, like one created before an immanent disaster. His 
hands rest on her stomach, he slides one upward over her torso, the other 
downward over her thigh. Until both of the hands stop- the changing 
motion- over her chest makes it seem that everything is perceptible and 
almost everything real. She stays immobile: she fixes on a time that, 
although apparently very evident, it isn't at all. 


With the exact strokes for an explosion, the superficial features of her 
face- transform her limbs into fragments of an infinite jigsaw puzzle- 
before he covers her with a fine cloth, which brings her pleasure; in as 
much as it covers her body which is burning. 


Before leaving, when he feels weak and devoid of desire, he turns on a 
feeble light and removes her blindfold. She remains motionless with her 
eyes closed for an instant, trying in some way to dissipate her own hidden 
thoughts and she gets dressed. 


Meanwhile, she removes a check from her wallet and leaves it on the 
table, as she exits, she takes a card from the foyer and keeps it. 


Now on the street with the strong light of day on her face she takes it 
out of her purse and reads: Dr Chu Magno, Masseusse, Oriental Blind 
Technique . 


She returns it to its place. She smiles, before walking back to her 
house. 


NOCTURNE 


In the meat market there are two seasoned bodies. A succession of 
chastisements and blame. Of silences and repeated lessons. A turbulent 
flow that obscures and tears muscles. "Stop lying to me", she says in the 
middle of the night, while he caresses her body. The scene repeats, not 
once but many times. "I dare you", in a soft voice, " I dare you", while he 
descends between her legs, a chill goes down the back of her neck. "I 
dare you", while receiving the call of contempt that is converted into the 
tom-tom of provocation. 


She withdraws from his body with disgust and shifts her gaze to the 
lattice window in the door where she savors the emptiness and listens 
once more to the sound of the seductive tom-tom. 


She crosses herself, praying to the gods that she does not believe in. 
Her words sprout with the cruelest desperation. But, with loathing and a 
smile full of cynicism she lifts her face and perversely asks him to look at 
her. A grunt and his back are his only response. 


Liberated, she surrenders splendidly to a new call. She is ready to 
exchange names, to ruin him on the night of his betrayal. 


She rises and goes to the study where she procures a manuscript. She 
puts the pages in order, opens her datebook and makes a telephone call. 


"Hello, Enrique? How are you? Pardon the late hour, I would like to 
make an appointment with you. I have some stories...Tomorrow? 
Perfect." 


A bitter shadow stretches over the bed as she returns, it is nota 
novelty. 


The husband ignores the latest course of events; if he had known, he 
would not have left so soon, at such a fast pace, for the home of the other 
woman. 


His wife, with their recent decision in mind, gets dressed, her nipples 
erect, the lines of her stockings perfect. She enters impeccably on the 
scene. Enrique receives her -there are manners, formal courtesies, 
respectful tolerance. She talks to him about the edition of a book, he 
responds by asking her for the manuscripts; she delivers some pages 
getting closer to it. The dastardly tom-tom in crescendo. The desire 
slithers. Faced by a weak light, he asks her to read while she finds a 
weak light. 


Overture 


It is necessary for someone to slap her with luck: that someone makes 
her see that his shadow covers her like a prey, that he intends to smother 
her and to rob her of her place. 


The painter lowers her arms and leaves her. She meekly surrenders 
to the break while she looks at the empty canvases, propped against the 
wall, the jars of paint on the shelves, the hundreds of paint brushes, 
hoping that someone will work with them again. 


With vacant eyes she observes the boa and the cobra approaching, 
searching for the most propitious moment, their muscles hard, ready to 
attack. 


The serpents are distracted by a tiny newborn rat that crosses the 
floor and that, in its clumsiness, gets stuck between two pieces of 
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furniture -separating it from the knife of their tongues. It is the obverse 
and the reverse of their pleasure; the serpents recede, prolonging their 
waiting time. Abandoning their two victims to that nearby corner, similar 
to hell, where panic ruins the night. 


The voice debates between impatience and restraint, "You don't 
understand anything", meanwhile intending to pulverize the turbulence of 
the moment with endearing expressions. To silence the tom-tom. When 
he bites her neck and slowly starts to unbutton her blouse, she asks him 
to continue. 

The serpents plan their return with a new idea to compete for her. In 
the second confrontation she will concentrate on the fear that they can 
incite in their victim. Anxiety and vanity conjugate in the same manner in 
the brain. But, in the case of the serpents, vanity is always much 
stronger. Already this falls vertically over the painter, who becomes a 
prize that they dispute over. Her nipples erect, the tom-tom deafening, 
the lines of her stockings perfect. The reading corrals him, it crouches 
between his desire and the faltering thread of his voice. 


Without rancor, she returns to her husband. "I dare you", she thinks 
while tearing her shirt in shreds, "I dare you", between her teeth, while 
he turns his back to her, "I dare you", while increasing the infernal 
clamor of the tom-tom. 


The arena remains open for confrontations. The cobra inflates her 
neck and hurls herself against the woman. She feels like a pawn in a turn 
that does not involve her, she does not move. It barely causes her to 
blink. It is the boa constrictor's turn, it coils around her body, holding her 
down from feet to waist, while climbing over her breasts until it arrives at 
eye level, where it threatens her with a cold undulating tongue. 


It has been a long time since she has forgotten about herself and she 
doesn't care about her destiny. That defeat, for the moment, plays in her 
favor. 


The painter, however, with extreme indifference for everything, 
searches for the tiny rat. A minimal change in the agitated respiration of 
the animal, wakes her up. And makes her think that the air which she 
exhales is the same that the terrified rat inhales. 


A hidden mechanism functions again. 


Amelia in an unbridled intent to remain faithful to the new call, settles 
her vertigo forcefully on Enrique's lips. Her nipples erect, a new cut to 
her eyes, the lines of her stockings perfect, something strange is driving 
her. Vengeance perhaps? Perhaps good sense. The tom-tom clearly 
illuminates the banner of the morning. 


The tiny rat knocks down the misunderstanding of the moment. When 
she hears the prolonged groan of the animal, the painter understands 
that she is not able to grasp all of it. The desire to measure the exact 
tension between various contradictions has her paralyzed. 
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She opens her arms and takes refuge, without guilt, in the new leader. 
The Lord is compassionate and merciful/ slow to anger and generous to 
forgive/ the Lord understands their sins/ and fills her up with passion. 


The retreating serpents strike and hiss with rage. The cobra dilates 
her monstrous neck while the boa goes the wrong way and falls back on 
himself. Thanks to their threats, the woman bites the fruit of their 
weaknesses: the cobra loses her venom in a minor nervous contraction; 
the boa constrictor reduces himself to a shameful impotency, when he is 
unable to settle on a point of support to launch himself in order to attack. 


The deafening clamor of the tom-tom, like a thick amber, slowly 
penetrates through Amelia's repetitive expression. 


On the new approach the serpents know that they are not confronting 
the same person, her dilated retinas and clenched fists betray her. The 
new encounter, now more than ever, involves death. The first move is the 
boa constrictor's, it launches itself like a whip at its victim. She 
successfully escapes and avoids it, she makes sure that her wound is not 
mortal, she gropes for the end of its body and lifts it up. She is very 
weak, like a wounded lover. As much as possible she uses it like a pole in 
front of the cobra, but the cobra strikes it mortally with her venom. The 
boa constrictor takes its last breath. The cobra falls onto the painter's 
hands in a descending motion. 


She approaches the diminutive rat and liberates it from its trap. While 
the animal escapes, she leans against the wall, the blood throbbing in her 
temples, and slides down to the ground. 


Her nipples erect, the lines of her stockings perfect, the still, still 
sound the tom-tom ascending... 


THE LANGUAGE OF ENTRAPMENT 


The language that inquires and disarms. That whispers and 
kisses, that nearly obliges. 


Javier Marias 


The dream is always the same: a deep well, the dark cavity. 
Iluminated by a light that burns in the recesses of the cavern. Ina 
premonitory trance I dance with the rays that remove my blindness. It is 
the recurring nightmare of all of my nights. Mamet usually interprets it 
as bad digestion, but afterwards continues her annoying incantation with 
an allure that holds too many secrets. I say, they are the ones that perch 
on my back and are the cause of my troubles. It can have some reason or 
none. I suffer from poor circulation in my legs, they exhaust me much too 
quickly and finally, my spine is not the same; I think exercise might be to 
blame. 
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Occasionally, Mamet tells me about Rudi. She describes how he would 
move his head from side to side, drawing out his remorse: he was 
diagnosed with a stiff neck. I don't have any comments, but after listening 
to so much, I begin to doubt. As long as I am not obliged to laugh more, 
to improve that which is always the same. 


Mamet incites me to talk, she tempts my courage with warnings: 
stories that she tells incessantly about maltreated children, loyal dogs, 
trips to foreign countries which report unusual profits. With accounts of 
dangerous mines in the Amazons and cannibalistic mothers. By means of 
underlining in books that- without giving a reason- she forgets in my 
house, open to the appropriate pages. I always find these messages 
arrive, without exception, in the least convenient moments. I really 
believe that Mamet no longer bothers to read the texts that she 
underlines. She simply disputes the word "secret" and thinks that this 
phrase will be the catalyst that convinces me. 


Watch out that my perspective doesn't get lost, that I do not follow the 
plot of the innumerable fables fabricated by her. She sees this as a signal 
that I have something to say. Each day she seeks to touch my limit. She is 
not the type of person who considers herself defeated. Her stories don’t 
seem to have any significance but now I see them as accounts of a 
pendulum that never stops. Not even in my dreams-an involuntary 
misfortune- is there something comparable that tends to corrupt my 
morale. Today, at last, she had the solution. She left a new book on the 
dining room table, the text underlined with a firm hand, read: 


One believes that one wants more because of mysterious accounts. 
The one who is insatiable is the one who listens, the one who says she 
wants to maintain the attention of the other infinitely, and the one who 
listens wants to hear and to know more and more, however much the 
things are invented or false. 


She wants to say, without ingenuity, that she is not pretending to 
deceive anyone and to stop bothering me. By repeating my lies, I had 
ended by taking my word for it and disappointing everyone, when only I 
had wanted to captivate attention, especially Mamet's. To whomever 
nonetheless, I am only able to tell lies, so she has converted too much of a 
part of me. No amount of rotteness would burst her confidence, it would 
not be right--though it would be healthy. 


And so I began to interpret the dreams of my body by dragging the 
past into the light. The rigidity of my jaw is the preserved lament of the 
select harvests of '69, '82 and '91. 


But how to explain it? How to say that in sixty-nine- the first time I saw 
her- I had already begun to need her, more than anyone, to be available 
for the visits that my father would make to her house: in order to spy on 
her. That's precisely why he almost never saw me. Since I was always 
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behind some wall, with a hole in it the size of my eye: watching her. In 
those moments I came to know her and to envy her. I would want to be a 
part of that tranquillity of four years that were more effective than my 
exasperating ten. I never was quiet except always when I was behind 
something: the wall lizards, the ball, the peephole to spy on Mamet. 
Meanwhile she, crouching, was able to pass hours looking at a line of 
ants that were coming and going out of their ant hill: carrying and 
transporting leaves, crumbs, forming pairs on their journey. She did not 
need more than this in order to be happy. To observe the world: with this 
she was Satisfied. 


This was also the year I saw her undress and for this reason, she 
remained etched in my memory: like an image that never disappears but 
continues gaining detail with the years. It was hot and she was on the 
patio, I was watching her from the window on the second floor of her 
house. She approached a large garden hose, which had been tossed in the 
patio, and opened the faucet. She undressed, spraying her clothes over 
the lawn. She began getting wet, playing with the water, splashing it 
everywhere. Hypnotized, I watched her during the two hours that her 
bath lasted. Perhaps this explains the constant blinking of my eyes that 
no doctor has been able to diagnose that no eyewash or ophthalmic 
cream can stop. 


1982 was a terrible year, when we were already friends and at times- 
with our families- we would go to the park to fly kites. It was the year 
that I heard (from behind a door) a big discussion between my parents. 
That year, while "Roxanne" was playing on the radio in the dining room, I 
was informed that Mamet was my middle sister. This was also the year 
that the Harlem Globe Trotters came to Ecuador, that they attempted to 
assassinate Regan, that Rossi's team won the Mundial and this, in some 
way, lightened the blow. In this era the cramps began. My legs betrayed 
me. As it would happen, I would not share it with Mamet. But to me it 
seemed that that this would raise a wall, too tall to climb. I didn't want to 
fill her with useless premonitions, or to obstruct her transparency. 
Everything continued being infinitely simple for her. Soon she would 
discover the complexity of fractions and benefit by learning the stanzas of 
the national anthem. She continued living in a world of black and white, 
where the Spanish were the wicked ones. I did not want to be the one to 
show her the different grades of grey. I myself did not know, I did not 
understand, that these tones were the cause of my cramps. Since they 
became an impediment to my desire to go running to my father and 
confront him. How? 


And because everything increased in dissimulation, I left. 


I returned in 1991. We had changed, she was a woman, for this 
reason it was impossible for others to take their eyes off of her. She 
resumed the game of the past: to the rest of the world we were adults 
but, to each other, we were the two adolescents who met ten years ago. 
Full of simple games that were beginning to get complicated. Even 
though our laughter continued being as before. 


One day, after three nights of insomnia and planning, I made hera 
proposal. It was one of those days where she would come to my house 
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and we would talk and I would tell her about my romantic failures (I 
would wait to see her reaction), and she would experiment with my 
tongue. I had not known how complicated it was to talk with her: how I 
would have to search the limits of what I was able to say to know how far 
to push the game. We were in the kitchen: I was preparing some tostadas 
while she set the table. I had my back turned to her, when I spoke I felt 
how my neck tensed. 


"Do you want to try something?" I asked. 
"What?" she said. 


I tried to control my voice, to modulate it so that it would seem like a 
normal question. 


"T have a date with someone that I have gone out with four times and I 
don't know how to kiss," I stuttered. 


"Do you want me to help you practice?" Mamet responded. 
"Could you?" 

"Sure, come here." 

Intolerable, Mamet: my friend Mamet, natural Mamet. 


"It could be like this," she said while holding my head in her two hands 
and approaching with her big mouth that seemed to devour everything. 


She kissed me; we were kissing. I don't know for how long. It was 
sweet; it was soothing. My body seemed like hers. 


When she separated from me- I would have stayed nailed there for all 
of my life- she smiled. 


"Do you think it can be like this?" she said. 


The tension returned, I blinked for ten long seconds and I said yes, 
thank you, that I had to go. I fled from my own house. 


On the following day we saw each other. She greeted me as if nothing 
had happened, as always, as she had the day before. 


What secrets do you want me to tell you Mamet? What is the certainty 
that I will end up paralized if I do not confess my love for you? 


That at night I cannot sleep without sleeping pills- each time more 
potent- which make her naked fifteen year old body and her immense 
lips, that I see every day, disappear. Meanwhile, she continues worrying 
about those disturbing symptoms that cannot be alleviated. For those for 
whom homeopathy does not have a cure, sedatives are the only option. 


Two years of not seeing anyone, of thinking only about her. Of visits to 
chiropractors and neurologists. Knowing all the time that the solution is 
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there. But still doubting on account of her lack of response, the folly of 
my proposal. By choosing to watch her with my huge eyes, I am 
preserving our friendship, rather than interfering with the unknown. 


In those moments when I would prefer that she would be the one who 
says: because I believe in ambiguity and before that in the absurd and I 
prefer sadness to the fury of rejection. And like a memorized creed I 
repeat this phrase to myself before I open my mouth and surrender 
myself to Mamet's will, because I never know how she will respond. 


But yesterday, I was unable to do more. On receding backwards in 
time and watching her for hours from my window- while she was 
arranging the plants in the garden- I imagined her nude, I allowed my 
tongue to talk before my voice. I went down, grabbed the hose and, while 
I was wetting her and we were laughing, she approached me. I took her 
by the waist and kissed her. I did not allow her to escape nor to talk, Iam 
obliged to continue my first sentence and she responds with a long 
unmistakable sigh that returned to me the echo of my secret so many 
times guarded. 


VEGETARIAN LUNCH 


If I have an easy step backwards, I will crouch down in order to throw 
myself into the future. 


Rocio Silva Santisteban 


The ordered bed is new for me. I don't know how to respond to its siege. 
To the winds that form the bodies, to the crucible where all is 
constructed, to the change of the rhythm that turns it completely into a 
diffusion. 


It is a language for describing, that for the moment becomes easy to 
wrap up. 


Perhaps my understanding is bad and everything will necessarily 
terminate by dissolving itself, while the only thing that is permanent is 
the reiterative, itinerant memory, that renews the pleasure and invades 
everything with it. It is a sensation which takes possession of me and 
converts itself into a sign with a singular significance. While your 
fingers, like a spider, climb. Captured by my skin. I leave them, neither 
will I continue this nor am I aware if what I permit you. I do not carefully 
consider the possibility if detaining them, since they solidify the void. 
They are the counterpoint to the wall of air that I have become. Without 
them I would disappear. I would regress to the weak will; which makes 
me ethereal while I wait. 
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I don't believe that your necessity is very high, rather I imagine that it 
forms a part of the desire. I, in exchange, am since yesterday, a 
palisaded wall. 


Our date to meet in a vegetarian restaurant was a bad idea. When I 
tried to avoid the window, by contorting in absurd positions, searching 
for you, I watched the other diners that like ruminating cows, chew and 
chew their food. With determination, conscious of undertaking a 
beneficial labor for their health. Nothing is further from the pleasure 
that I hope for. I am discouraged and I think that I play with a pair of 
dice marked against me. 


The sun is shining softly through the rain and I turn myself into a cow 
too, endeavoring to extend the waiting time. I concentrate on the 
movement of my mandible and I lose myself in the expression that I can 
only understand as hope. I have put my back to the street, to the glass 
which separates me from it, I cannot see the door of the entrance, 
because a wall divides us. I can only hear the sound it produces when it 
is opened. Which provokes a cycle inside me that leads me from 
depression to a more expansive happiness and now to anxiety and to 
nervousness, that I distract myself by chewing slowly, very slowly, until 
the weariness sets in. The wait produces a mix of boredom and affliction 
in me: the exact state of my body. The signs are evident: I begin to move 
in my seat, to blink constantly, to distract myself by observing my 
neighbors, to listen to their conversations. 


The proximity of the contiguous table transforms me into a spy. There 
are three people who by way of intervals, as in choreography, tell their 
stories. There are two men and one woman, the two men arrive together, 
and the woman was alone, already eating. From what I can see, they 
have known her for a long time. They share these two hours every day, 
they know each other's children and the names of their spouses. They 
talk without colloquialisms in the usual idiom to impress others, while 
they eat their portion of whole corn and a potpourri of boiled vegetables 
of the day. Their appearance betrays them as bureaucrats of the sector, 
they are not wearing Hindu clothes, nor esoteric collars and they must be 
around forty years old. While their mouths inaugurate this dance that 
goes from the void to the word and from the carrot to a spot on their 
tooth, I think, what would have made them abandon meat. They look 
good, they are not ascetics, I do not imagine them reading vast amounts 
of literature that reviles the wickedness of bovines. I can more easily 
imagine them in front of the television or at night together with their 
families and at the weekend enjoying a batch of bread on a platter with 
beer after the ritual of football. Like my uncle. 


Thinking of him brings me to the present and I look at the clock. 
Forty minutes have passed. You have not arrived. However, my spirit is 
calm. The mix of rain and curiosity has removed the preoccupation with 
your absence. I return to the diners, to their words. The man with the 
deep voice found himself occupied with recounting his son's peripeteias 
in order to obtain a head. 
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"It is very difficult," he says. 


The others agree without giving excessive evidence of it, I move closer 
to his table and close my eyes so I can concentrate. 


"The other day he met an old friend from college who works for the 
"Extra" and he took him to a friend of his at the morgue. He asked him 
for fifty thousand sucres for one." 


"How exorbitant!" the woman says. 


"My first cousin would be able to get one for twenty," adds the 
attendant. 


I cannot believe what Iam hearing. I open my eyes at the precise 
instant that the man, who was in front of me, puts something red and 
dripping into his mouth. I am on the point of screaming, when I look at 
the table and observe the rest of a whole marmalade fruit tart on a plate. 
There must be a logical explanation in the rest of the conversation. I turn 
to listen, regretting the distraction that made me lose the thread of their 
voices. 


"Finally I got one, thanks to this same friend. He called me the other 
day at three o'clock in the morning. There had been a shootout near 
Solanda and, thanks to a confidant, the young man arrived before the 
police. He came prepared and with a machete he cut off the head of one 
of the criminals and put it in his bag. This drastically changed the 
sentiment of the chronicle and lead the police to consider it a crime of 
passion," the father continues. 


The conversation confused me, I did not understand the relation 
between the reporter, the head, the son and the vegetarian. While I 
organized my mind, trying to find a connection between all of them, I look 
across to the window: it has stopped raining and the sun appears 
transparent in the humid sky. 


"How complicated it is to study medicine these days," says the woman. 


"You don't know how much. When he finally had the head in his 
possession, we had to hide it from his mother. But on the third day, the 
smell in the house was unbearable. Marta decided that it was a dead rat 
and began moving everything, raising wardrobes, opening closets, 
searching between boxes of clothes. I improvised a trip to the 
supermarket and a movie. I tell Jorge that he must find a way to make 
the smell disappear or get rid of the head. We were away from the house 
for five hours. When we returned we were dying of hunger," says the 
father while drinking water. Marta had not wanted to eat out, she said 
that everything was expensive and of bad quality and that she would 
prepare me a sandwich when we returned to the house. I can't say 
anything and I suppose that my son has already had sufficient time to do 
something. She went into the kitchen and I immediately heard a scream, 
when I entered Marta was on the floor with the top of a stew pot in her 
hand. Yes Jorge had done something with the head, he had put it on to 
boil. I had time to reach the bathroom. My son came running 
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downstairs, he saw the scene and left the house with the stew pot and the 
head." 


"Poor Marta, what an impression she had to endure." 


Although the panorama is very clear, everything continues seeming 
unreal. They ended their lunch with a cinnamon infusion and left. I was 
left sitting there with a doubtful expression. The muscles in my face take 
a long time to decide what form to take in order to correctly interpret this 
mixture of surprise and remorse. I stay with that uncertain expression 
for along time. I hear the street door open and I straighten up, without 
anything in mind. A young man approaches me, saying that it is five 
o'clock and they are going to close. I consent with a glance and I stand 
up. I collect my bag and go out to the street. On foot. 


It is much stronger than me, I go into the abyss. The conversation 
from the restaurant. continues floating while the thought betrays me. I 
cruise the avenues, avoiding the traffic or by odd coincidence, it avoids 
me. I imagine my head on a plate and you in front of it. With a bib, 
napkin and fork. You linger in front of it with the precision of a surgeon; 
you take the time to disentangle my hair, to pass your fingers over my 
eyebrows, with your tongue you invade the hollow that separates the thin 
wall of my nostrils from my right eye. My face suffers a transformation, a 
curtain of blood heats it and removes its habitual transparency. The 
effect repeats itself on the top layer of my muscles. I do not move. I 
don't want to spoil the itinerary because your trajectory is unknown and I 
don't know as yet up where it will arrive. Your fingers penetrate my 
mouth, they run over my teeth from the left side to the right and from top 
to bottom, until they separate my gums. For a long moment I am lost in 
the rhythm you impose while your other hand muses in my hair. You 
break the harmony with a double movement which begins by brusquely 
throwing my hair backwards, while wrenching my tongue between your 
thumb and index finger. The pain is unbearable and I let out a short 
scream. The only visible sign of my anguish is my frown, which you 
caress and that disappears behind your hands. I close my eyes. Your 
open hand explores my face, it covers it completely. Your smell 
suffocates me. I clamp my teeth on your sweaty palm, but this turns out 
to be a useless weapon while your other hand, promptly, sinks without 
damage into my hair. The change of the cadence and intention bewilders 
me, while you run over each detail of my face with your tongue, with 
unction. My head becomes light and I lose all comprehension. At the 
point of falling, I am revived by the edged fender of a Ford Nissan. 


"Watch where you walk or someone is going to kill you!" a man shouts 
at me from the window of his auto. 


I am in the middle of 10 Agosto Street at the point of entry to the 
street for the bus lane. I approach the lawn and rest my head against a 
light post, I slide to the ground. Slowly I open my eyes, it is night. 


Attempting a minimal appearance of control, I comb through my hair 
with my fingers and refresh my face with perfumed water -I look from one 
side to the other -and cross the street. I go in a booth for the trolley bus 
and buy one ticket for the northbound direction. I sit down to wait. It 
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arrives almost immediately. There are various spots open and I go to one 
that is near the window. I lean against it. The bus pulls off. The seat 
swallows traces of my anxiety. At the North Station, I get off and walk to 
the house. I open the door and Agustine greets me. He decries my 
absence. I caress him, distractedly asking him to forgive me, while your 
image is a fixed scene, which moves away from my environment. I enter 
the kitchen and open the refrigerator; I uncover a little can containing 
the rest of some pork sausages. I search for a spoon on the sink and 
approach the plate that is on the floor. I put the food on it, I seem 
forgiven when, Agustine passes, rubbing against me. I search for a piece 
of fruit and on not finding one I make my way to the bedroom and switch 
on the shower. I undress in front of the mirror. I am not in a hurry; I 
close the door. The water vapor descends, disappearing through the 
spaces in my body. It is a lost game, since the vapor finishes by invading 
everything. Until that moment, I discover a new definition in my figure. 
It is as if a special filter had empowered my eyes. I shower until the hot 
water runs out. 


Nude, with open and humid skin, I stretch out over the mattress. I 
don't care that I am getting the sheets wet; the current through the half- 
opened window is a whirlwind of air that slides me over the arbitrary 
surface of desire. 


I subject our meeting in order to understand your absence, but to 
explain with words threatens to force my extinction. In revealing this 
happiness that was born from nothing. 


I close my eyes. In a simple equation you are next to me. Your voice 
restores heat to my body, it pierces me completely. I open my legs to 
permit your entrance, while your lips invade me. Without a single word, 
without compunction, you descend between my legs, subduing both 
thighs like a silkworm leaving a thick and abundant saliva over my skin. 
You kiss my feet. 


The deserted Eve announces your entrance into paradise with a sigh. 


You are on top of me. Our stomachs divide the silk cocoon of only one 
skin that slips away damp and harvested. I slide my body downward to 
permit your violent eruption. Throughout the night it adopts a 
conspicuous and ferocious definition of the primary colors, transforming 
us into two coarse brocades on top of the darkness of the room. 


I open my eyelids, my intense eyes of cinders disconcert you. They 
don't know what expression to fix upon you, if in the crude chaos of 
penetration or at the tepid moment of parting. 

Agustine comes to me. He climbs on the bed and stretches himself 


over my chest, while I caress the point of his ear until a heavy sleep 
invades us and we end up defeated on the reddish bed. 


BUSY 
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The telephone does not ring. She waits. She tries to do something in 
order to stop arguing with the time that does not pass. She showers with 
the door open to make sure no sound is lost, she sticks her head outside 
of the shower curtain each time the soap passes over her skin to verify it. 
RING... she hears the telephone, she has shampoo in her eyes, 
tur...RING...ns down the water, leaves soaking wet, knocking her knee 
against the edge of the bathtub, she screams, curses RING loses hope, 
she thinks: after: the third ring, most people usually hang up; she grabs a 
towel wraps i...RING...t partially around herself, she reaches for the 
telephone. 


"Hello." 
"Is Mr. Gutierrez there, please?" 
"He does not live here." PLACK 


Annoyed, she drops the towel- re-enters the shower-the water 
continues running. She rinses and puts conditioner in her hair, while 
waiting for the miracles announced on the bottle, she soaps up her body. 
She does it slowly, when she reaches her calf, she realizes that she closed 
the door when she came in, she goes back, knocks her leg on the same 
place as she lifts her leg to leave the bathtub, she slips and stands up 
against the chipped wall, opens the door, hears nothing. She returns to 
the shower, takes the bottle that she had used a moment before, and 
reads, 'Your hair will look silky, your natural brilliance will be brought out 
with constant use of this product.' The water begins to get cold and 
Maria shivers, she rinses her hair while thinking that her hair is so out of 
this world that Jaime will notice-she returns to reality- if he calls her. 
Turning off the faucet, she remembers that there is a water shortage, she 
opens the curtain and wraps herself in a towel again. She looks into the 
mirror and combs her hair back with her fingers. She feels its silkiness 
and she smiles or perhaps it is the memory of him which makes her close 
her eyes and purr with her head, or perhaps, it is both things. She plugs 
in her stereo, she has spent two days listening to the same song, ‘I would 
slowly open my veins, empty out all my blood at your feet, in order to 
show you that I can't love you more and then die’, after that stanza sung 
by Lavoe she rewinds the tape, to hear the new introduction and sings 
with him, ‘she arrives, I am here’, she changes gender, ‘lost in my 
loneliness’, shaking her head, ‘shadows nothing more, caressing my 
hands, shadows nothing more in the trembling of my voice.’ She presses 
the button that turns off the stereo and although she doesn't want to, 
repeats in her head, ‘I could be happy, and I am in life dying and between 
tears living in a period more horrendous than this endless drama.’ Once 
more she turns on the stereo and as she walks towards the bathroom, 
spreads creme from Brazilian guaranas on her face that beautifies her 
skin preventing lines, restoring it to its natural elasticity. She scoops it 
up with her fingers while her head follows in your warm hands. ‘Shadows 
nothing more between your life and my life.’ With a brush she makes her 
part on the left side - for a change- and combs her hair. She gets her 
make-up bag and places it in the center of the sink, opens it and begins 
her ritual. First the base, a homogeneous mask, she sees herself and she 
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doesn't she herself in the mirror, she returns the container, removes the 
blush, ditto, she spreads it over her skin. It is there and it is not there. 
She looks over her shoulder and it occurs to her that the telephone could 
be badly connected, she approaches it and sees that no, it is fine, she lifts 
it anyway to see if it has a tone. 


"Yes." 


She returns to the bathroom. She picks up the eyeliner and closes her 
right eyelid, she controls her pulse and traces a line, opens the eye and 
looks into the mirror; after so many years of practice they do not go 
wrong. It is the same with the left side. She picks up a purple pencil 
with a smooth point and she accentuates the outside of her lower eyelid 
on both sides. She looks in the mirror. She puts the pencil away, takes 
out the eye shadow, the cassette has ended, she turns it over, lowers the 
volume and returns to the bathroom. While she positions two tones of 
blue eye shadow, she remembers the telephone and with great 
composure goes to the stereo and lowers the volume, she strains to hear, 
‘T think that everything is very false in life, because we are all searching 
for a purpose’, she returns. She has too much on her left eye, she picks 
up a handkerchief and cleans it. Now she takes the mascara and paints 
her eyelashes one by one like Minuca taught her, in order to produce an 
Oriental effect. Orientalist? Oriented to where? To her left, over her 
shoulder, to the black material behind her. The attraction is great; she 
leaves the cosmetics, picks up a magazine and sits in front of the 
telephone. Meanwhile the time passes uneventfully, she decides to make 
a cup of tea, she puts the water on to boil. The operation takes her six 
minutes, time that she watches pass on the white clock in the kitchen. It 
is 5:10pm. She slowly drinks the tea while watching the wall in the 
hallway, she does not think, she is attentive to the telephone. She is not 
distracted from that occupation until she finishes her tea. She carries the 
cup to the sink. She takes a sponge and washes the dishes. She turns off 
the faucet. She looks at the dirty wall and wonders if she can wash it, 
glances at the clock-5: 30pm- she no longer has the time. She dries her 
hands and heads towards the bathroom again. Her blush and lipstick are 
damaged. She searches in her bag, she likes the sound that all of the half 
empty vials and old boxes make as they strike the inside of the purse. 
They sound like muffled bells. She likes that. Only to distract herself 
does she continue searching for what she has already found. With an 
upward motion she applies color to her cheeks as she has seen in the all 
the magazines that she buys. She approaches the receiver, it is playing. 
She removes two lipliner pencils: she applies the darker color to the 
center of her bottom lip; the other she applies to her top lip and on the 
sides of the bottom one. She looks at herself. The image returned by the 
mirror pleases her. She gathers her hair into a loose chignon. From a 
shelf she selects a spray bottle filled with mineral water which she sprays 
over her face. She is ready. She looks at the clock, 6:10pm. She goes to 
her bedroom and lies down immobile on top of the bed- so she does not 
ruin her hair- she is careful not to blink excessively so she won't smudge 
her make-up. She considers what she will wear: her black skirt, for 
special occasions; the aquamarine silk blouse; black lycra stockings and 
her one pair of black shoes. She decides to dress before leaving, that 
way she won't wrinkle her clothes and she remains still. 
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Waiting. 


Outside, the street darkens. It is cold. She pulls back the covers and 
slips between them. She turns on her side, her hair is no longer very 
important, in a moment she will turn over and fix it. As she turns, the 
towel opens and leaves her naked. She sleeps. 


She wakes up startled, without thinking she brings her left wrist to 
her eyes- she can't see a thing- she stretches her arm and turns on the 
light. She has to close her eyes and hold one hand out in front of her face 
to shield herself from the bare source, little by little she grows 
accustomed to the light and remembers that she didn't put on her watch. 
She throws off the covers while her naked body is shocked by the cold, 
she shakes from her thighs to her groin and feels nauseous. Without 
knowing what she is doing, she wraps herself in the bedspread, searches 
for her slippers under the bed and goes to the kitchen. She turns on the 
switch, again she has to strain her vision before she gets accustomed to 
the light. The clock says 1:30am. She does not look at the telephone, 
neither is she interested in whether it has a dial tone. 


ZOOM 


I smell like a chimpanzee. It is a primary means of communication 
that would have a reason in the mountains, but that cause I reject in the 
city. I have to dissimulate it with fragrances that hide it. But there is not 
much that I can do, the soaps only scrub away dirtiness and what I have 
is not dirt, but something different. It is my body filled with furious 
dissimulations that search for escape in the pores of my skin. 


This odor : my way of calling you. 


The eyes hide, they are able to change according to the color of 
clothes or the daylight, they can hide behind sunglasses and similarly 
behind the tact which is a consequence of too much directness and 
rationality. In contrast, over the odor you don't have any control. It is an 
embarrassment. 


I cannot maintain my proper space due to it, it has grown to the point 
of making all my incentives disappear. And when you tackle me like that, 
without precaution, you leave me breathless, I surrender to you without 
limit. I dread the days that I will not be able to see you, perhaps I know 
that the odor will be suffocating. But I do not dare to pass in your 
direction because my smell decimates my other senses, and I give up on 
seeing you, on feeling your presence, and my only worry is a growing 
shame. Then, I prefer to watch you from a distance and to observe the 
world with the eyes of a newborn baby, I do not recognize my impulse 
and I become useless. With this vacant look, on this adult face, it 
becomes impossible to divine my thoughts. 
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I prefer it that way. To unite my desire with your shadow. To guess 
what you are doing without your knowing it, because I am not able to see 
you. To visit your work place when you are not there, to lurk about the 
neighborhood, hoping that your proximity will calm my body. 


In the meantime, the results have not been encouraging. The odor has 
become pungent and has grown more intense. I had to resort to 
pharmaceuticals because they had recommended imported products. I 
have thought about visiting doctors, but what can I tell them, but that my 
heat is an enormous, worrier. What a subjugation my life is. Or perhaps, 
I can seek the illuminating advice of an analyst who will tell me it is from 
a repressed complex or the bad result of a trauma. 


I know what I have to do, but Iam a snake biting my tail. In order for 
me to get close to anyone, I have to change and that is impossible: we are 
always the result of our past actions. And although one day I paint myself 
blue and the other an inopportune Cinderella and on the fifth day I 
measure my future with happiness, only I will be the essence of my 
character and will have my body, like a window, open for you. 


Whenever certainty is useless, I allow myself to be led to eternalize 
the moment. I prefer to continue slowly climbing, towards an eternal 
crepuscule where happiness and sadness originate, where a cold doesn't 
prevent you from going to work and where I can approach you without 
fear. 


I guess, however, that this is not the road. I have discovered that 
peace attenuates this odor in some manner and sleep completely restores 
it. I awaken in the morning in a neutral ambience and decontaminated; it 
is the movement, the sun inundating the bed, the heat crushing like a 
sauna that increases in the room, that makes it impossible for everything 
to continue as normal. The odor climbs through my armpits and stains 
the sleeves of my pajamas. At that point, a shower is a simple 
development. The odor is bearable until I bring the towel to my body and 
dry myself. 


I am a joke, a punch line for funny stories and a bad conscience. 

Nevertheless, those that throw the first stone never doubt to raise 
their own arm on a bus crowded with people; who has not desired to 
impress a young girl with the perfect ring and to raise their fists 
victoriously and discovered that a fume escapes from their skin. 

My convictions, although they remain in the obsession, are mine. I fail 
to remember which are from other people. But all of us embrace 
something similar. Something that is our disgrace and is, by turns 
ourselves. 

I am this odor that did not exist before you. 


Will it be my destiny, my damned benediction? 


I spend the night thinking that it is not only the desire that separates 
me, but also the fear. My fear is to be rejected or to start an absolute 
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effect that transforms me into an animal companion. That is the smell 
that envelops me, that is what makes me blossom like a pestilence. 


And since not everything is hygienic, and although it might be 
something indispensable, I move away from this voluptuousness. I invent 
the way not to degrade my body to a chemical combination with the 
object for personal use. I stop visiting you, I remove your image from my 
head. It is not impossible, I am recuperating like a drug addict rejecting 
a bad habit. It is only a question of time and without it, I search for other 
entertainments: a book I've re-read a hundred times, an expensive dinner, 
a new pair of trousers. 


In this way, I free myself from the enchantment. I can live life as 
before, like after, breaking the road that leads to OZ. 


Although every often, like a trapped animal, I take refuge in a corner 
and with the help of a lantern, in the total darkness, I observe the 
features of your face, on a photograph, while that odor like a slap, attests 
to my feelings and I suffocate inside my closed room. 


THE DIVINE COMEDY 


I do not have much to offer, only my presence, which signifies nothing: 
my legs are not long, nor are my eyes captivating. My hair does not shine 
in the sun, nor is my waist compared to that of a wasp. But I know your 
movements, I know when you like something and what you do to enjoy 
yourself. Iam more important to you than your aftershave lotion, even in 
spite of my long canines, the mole on the point of my chin and the timid 
hairs that grow over it. 


Without me you would be lost, however I ask myself what reason do I 
have to celebrate my time with you. I beg your pardon with every gesture 
for my lack of beauty and to thank you for continuing by my side. As if I 
was a broken rib that pains you with each new movement. 


Through me you will encounter the road that leads to the city of 
desolation. 


You paralize me, you make me carry all of your weight, which splits my 
spine like a shadow on my back. It is like crossing the precipices of a 
mountain range with the help of an involved system of pulleys that 
threaten to break at any moment as I slowly advance over the abyss. But 
I love you and I continue clinging to the rope. 


I look up when I see womyn that smell you, they arch their backs when 
you pass; they look at their reflection in order to arrange a nonexistent 
perfection for you. I change my direction when I sense the painful look 
that cleaves into me, when I think of how they will kiss you, of what they 
would do in order to make you go with them. And those instants linger for 
an eternity that turns our time together into a tide of fever that separates 
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me from life. Then the doubt and the fright visits me and I accept with 
certainty the fact that I will never be happy. 


A deafening thunderclap wakes me and jolts me out of the lethargy that 
keeps me bound. They shake me like two rude hands. 


You make my days impossible; you smile while you cut my flesh and 
put it into my mouth. Tired of protesting, I open my mouth and chew. I 
smile at you. You are everywhere. In the morning you shine my shoes, 
wash my nails while I read the paper; I do not resist, I allow myself to 
stay here. I pretend to love you. It is easier like this. 


I descend from the first circle to the second, that in the rotation of a 
compass is thinner and where the suffering is greater. The screams are 
strong and heart-rending. 


You scare me: you love me too much. I am not able. I am content to 
kiss you at night, to greet you in the morning and to call you to inform 
you of my delays. Iam calm, gentle, and loyal. In exchange, you 
suffocate me with your endearments. I think I will love you some day-- 
perhaps on a rainy day--curled up in front of the fireplace. 


I am now in the third circle: that of the rain. A constant fall, heavy, cold, 
whose law and nature never vary. 


After the first three years, I had to suspect my deceit. I never wanted 
you, you were only the next logical step. The one that followed after 
adolescence. You were the road that would carry me to stability, towards 
a secure maturity, to the future. Only you have succeeded in creating a 
spilt being that threatens you with an axe every night in your dreams. 


We are descending to the fourth circle, going around a new flight 
of stairs where you can find all the evil in this world. 


Do you think I don't know that you hate me? 


That I don't know that you can't look me in the eye and that you only 
continue through inertia: sleeping by my side, eating with me. You area 
difficult man to love, I have you for sure. And I have been tired for a long 
time. I am no longer interested in crossing mountains, nor in risking my 
nails in order to hang on to something that does not attract me. Do you 
think that I like to remove the filth that accumulates on your shoes, that I 
enjoy cutting your food and feeding you? I detest it. But I know that you 
can not support yourself. 


The end of all the ones that Heaven despises is always an injury. To 
these ends, you only arrive through force or fraud: both end by hurting 
others. 


You are like all the men I know: your fear makes your cruelty possible. 
You hate me because you fear me and you fear me because I understand 
you. You don't know what you want. When I first met you, you wanted to 
be understood and you told me your secrets. Now, when I do it and know 
your needs, you hate me for knowing you. 
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This was not life, and however neither was it death. Deprived of 
both, only luck can guide me. 


"IT don't understand it." 
According to police reports, on the night of October 21, Norma Gonzalez 
shot her husband repeatedly with a gun, a gun that she immediately 
pointed at her heart and used to take her own life. [Extra, October 1977] 

"They were the perfect couple. They didn't have children, they had 
been married a few years, they didn't have debts. They were quiet, they 
never raised their voices. They loved each other. Once she told me 
something that he would always repeat, ‘You need three things in order 
to be happy: stupidity, money and good health. ' 


"They had it all." 


And like a corpse that falls, I collapsed. 
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